CHAPTER VIII

CONSTANTINOPLE

AFTER a two-day journey by slow train, I arrived at the
Haidar Pasha terminus of the Baghdad Railway with a
medical certificate in my pocket (it had cost me fifty
pounds sterling) and a letter to the Dutch Minister (who
was representing British interests at that time in Turkey)
describing the crimes of Muzloom and the sufferings of our
Kut men : this document I had sewn for safety into the
lining of my waistcoat.

It was dark before I reached the Haidar Pasha hospital,
and I found there another British officer from another
camp also waiting for admittance. We were both searched
by Turkish police, and to my disgust the letter to the
Dutch Minister was found, as it made a crackling sound
when I stripped.

" I put it there to keep my back warm/' I explained.

" You will be quite warm in hospital," said the officer
of the law, looking at the envelope upside down," and
you can have your letter back after it has been seen by
the Censor. But I see you have brought a razor : that is
not allowed."

I protested, hoping to create a diversion, but he only
took away my scissors also.

" No cutting instrument is allowed to political prisoners
since His Imperial Highness Prince Yussuf-Izzedin
EfFendi committed suicide/' he said.1

1 Yussuf-Izzedin, the Heir Apparent, had recently opened his arteries
with a pair of scissors, as his uncle, Abdul Aziz, had done. But there was
a rumour that he had been shot by Enver Pasha because of his friendliness
with France. " On Va smcidt" said the cynical Christian population*